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the best answer being that we do not know her
mother; or that Bernard Shaw is not averse
from poking a little satire at the eugenists, in-
cluding himself. Morell might have been, in the
cheap handling which tries for obvious contrasts,
an unsympathetic clerical; instead, he is a
thoroughly likable showing of the modern so-
cialist parson, a later Kingsley. His trouble is,
that, a good man, he cheats himself as many
good men do, with catchwords and theories. If
he would just be good naturally, being built that
way, and enjoy it, Shaw would quite approve of
him. Candida's straightforwardness in relation
to him, her delightful feminine seeing-througK
his supposed strength to his very.jreal ^^eakness
and hence need of her, is a master stroke. Here
one is reminded of Barrie's heroine in " What
Every Woman Knows." Candida's unsubtlety
it is that makes her elusive.

Technically, this play is admirable; its con-
struction exhibits organic -grjow^jwiyi-^teafflj
increasing tension t o_<ffle_jsf^
scenes in modern drama, in the final act where
Candida makes her choice between the two men;
an obligatory scene projected so far forward ashis loins,to themselves out loud;
